Concerning Smelh
and ^wonder about it at night, and admire the malignity
of a smell which could lie dormant all day when one
might escape it by going out, and leaped upon one as soon
as one was. safely imprisoned in one's bedroom. There
was something of the Babylonian fiend about it. Indeed,
I believe it was an infliction called up by the Mulla next
door, who did not like infidels in his quarter. What
could be more easy to one who knows the ropes than to
call tip a Smell from the Baghdad underworld? The
only difficulty would be to choose which, for there is a
great variety. This was a particularly wily one. It never
appeared by day so that I was unable to prove its existence
to my friends and neighbours: it never troubled Marie,
who slept with her head in the very midst of it over our
diminutive cistern-court: but it curled under or through my
closed door, crept up to the corner where I lay trying to
breathe the comparatively innocent air of the street, and
kad 3oae at its mercy for the rest of the night. It left me
with a sore throat every morning.
The diphtheria, however, was started by people who
lived a most sanitary life at &ustum Farm, far from such
slums as mine. That they should get it and not I was the
sort of injustice which makes one wonder whether the
gods really approve of prudence as much as people who
give advice would like you to believe.
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